Marvin Bell
The That exile is the last step.
That the rights of the few must be written down by the many.
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The Iowa Review www.jstor.org ® She sees the leaves fly free.
He sees the wild horse and the sparrow.
Free to labor, to consort with their kind, to choose or be chosen. She sees them fed and feeding, mindful of the season.
He hears the continents shifting, she smells the air of change. She tastes the wind-borne soot of rebirth.
He feels the human cry in his bones.
